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little ceremony was over, we all walked up to see the waterfall; it is a good height and exceedingly pretty, with as usual the most beautiful surroundings. After tea on the verandah I came home; but the others went into Apia
and dined at Mr. H------'s.    The next day he
and his party lunched with us, and we gave them all the Samoan dishes we could contrive to get together : roast-pig with miti sauce, fricasseed chickens (a native recipe), baked taro, palusami (which is coconut cream baked in ta;'0-leaves), and another very nice preparation of coconut and taro of which I forget the Samoan name. There was also a Cape-gooseberry tart, which I imagine is neither quite Samoan nor quite English. As we were one too many for the table, Lloyd elected to act butler for the nonce ; and Louis enjoyed the relief of being able to digest a feast, a necessary function which he declares is sorely interfered with by his usual anxiety to watch that our table-boys do not commit unpardonable errors. In exce$-de-zele and their desire to give each person a share of all that's going, they are apt to fill a claret-glass with beer, and have been caught in the act of pouring salad-oil into sherry!! Later on we had kava on the verandah, in full and proper style, with Henry Simol6 as our 'talking-man* to call out the drinkers' names in due order; and the further entertainment was provided by the reading aloud of the co-operatic novel It